MEANWHILE
'Where, my dear/ cried Cynthia, 'is God, the Wonderful, the
Everlasting, in ecstasies like that?3
Stella was ill-instructed as yet in the new faith she had em-
braced. But she had learnt the lesson of confidence in the authori-
ties into whose hands she had given herself. 'All this can be
explained. ... It is a special side of the faith.3
Mrs. Rylands propounding fresh perplexities had suddenly
become aware that there was distress in her friend's voice, in her
eyes, in her flushed face. Things had appeared in a changed light.
Stella was large and very blonde, a creature so gentle that
abruptly, as the tears showed in her eyes and the note of fear
betrayed itself in her voice, her little hostess had seen herself like
a fierce little rationalist ferret, tackling this white rabbit of faith.
Surely she had not been discussing great religious ideas at all.
How could one discuss such things with Stella? She had simply
been spoiling a new toy that had been making her friend very
happy. cOh Stella dear! Forgive my troubling you with my
elementary doubts,3 she had said. CI am very crude and ignorant,
I know it, my dear. Of course there must be explanations.'
Stella dissolved in gratitude.
c Of course there are explanations. If only you could talk to men
like Cardinal Amontillado, you would realise how explicable all
these things are. They make it so clear. But I'm not clever nor
trained.'
el was just asking,5 Mrs. Rylands had apologised.
cSome things of course are simply given us to try our faith,3
Stella had said.
And Mrs. Rylands had changed the subject with the happy
discovery of two pretty little birds flirting in a rose-brake.
Now however that Stella had gone Mrs. Rylands could look
back on all their disputations and utter her matured and final
verdict upon the great system that had embraced and taken
possession of her friend. And it has to be recorded that the
matured and final verdict of Mrs. Rylands upon Roman Catholic
Christianity., its orders and subjugations, its gifts and consolations,
its saints and mysteries and marvels and the enduring miracle of
its existence, was delivered in one single word: Rubbish.
'Rubbish', she said - aloud and distinctly as though she had
hearers. She said it aloud as she walked in the darkness of her
garden after dinner. As one might rehearse a one word part. Mrs.
McManus no doubt was hovering, but she could hover so skilfully